THE    LAST    DAYS    OF    MADRID

him. M. Forcinal did not know that I had silenced a
mental reserve. I did not wish to accept the offer because
I would not put myself under an obligation to a Govern-
ment which had treated our refugees from Catalonia in
such an inhuman way.

At seven o'clock in the evening the British Consul
visited me again to tell me that the embarkation of all who
were in the port was now authorised, with the absolute
guarantee that none of them would be handed over to
General Franco, even if he demanded it. Probably to
excuse himself, he told me also that what he had said about
handing them over had been a mere formality.

His behaviour seemed to me unwarranted, but I
concealed my feelings, convinced that this gentleman
had not realised that it has always been an accepted
thing to show the consideration due to the rank of those
who fill responsible positions, and that his conduct left
something to be desired.

In view of the solution offered by the British Govern-
ment, we proceeded to embark. I was pretty ill, and it
was some days now since I had eaten anything. As I had
to sleep on the open deck I became worse. On the
following day, at the suggestion of a delegate of the Co-
ordination Committee, I was sent to the ship's infirmary
and was treated considerately.

By the British Government's orders we were moved
from the Galatea to the Hospital Ship Maine, also anchored
in the port of Gandia. The three days which I spent in
that port seemed interminable to me, since it was im-
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